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upon which Scrope cried, " Ha, ha ! Byron, I have
at last caught you acting the part of the Sleeping
Beauty."

Byron, in a rage, exclaimed, " No, Scrope; the
part of a d------d fool, you should have said."

" Well, then, anything you please; but you have
succeeded admirably in deceiving your friends, for
it was my conviction that your hair curled natu-
rally."

"Yes, naturally every night," returned the poet;
"but do not, my dear Scrope, let the cat out of
the bag, for I am as vain of my curls as a girl of
sixteen."

When in London, Byron used to go to Manton's
shooting-gallery, in Davies Street, to try his hand,
as he said, at a wafer. Wedderburn Webster was
present when the poet, intensely delighted with his
own skill, boasted to Joe Manton that he considered
Mmself the best shot in London. "No, my lord,"
replied Manton, "not the best; but your shooting
to-day was respectable." Whereupon Byron waxed
wroth, and left the shop in a violent passion.

Lords Byron, Yarmouth, Pollington, Mount] oy,
Wallscourt, Blandford, Captain Burges, Jack Bou-
verie, and myself, were in 1814, and for several
years afterwards, amongst the chief and most con-
stant frequenters of this well-known shooting-
gallery, and frequently shot at the wafer for con-
siderable suras of money. Manton was allowed to
enter the betting list, and he generally backed me.
On one occasion I hit the wafer nineteen times out
of twenty.

Byron lived a great deal at Brighton, his house
being opposite the Pavilion. He was fond of boat-s hair en papillate,uently
